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DEDICATION, . 


“Dear Mrs. KEE.ey, 

“In dedicating this, the Sequel of a story, so universally 
populer—aliow me to offer you my sincere thanks’ for the 
” great pains and superior talent evinced in your delineation of 
the poor heart-stricken\hoy Sure; the personation shed new 
lustre on the magic pon of Boz ; so gentle, so spirit-breathing, 
heart-s rffering, yet so tuneful, eliciting alike our sympathy and 
admiration. A more perfect picture never was presented, 
and, Madam, may you, to use the words of an Eastern Sage 
* Live e thousand years.’ 

“Yours truly, 
“E. Srip.ine.” 

“58, Pall-mail.” 


Dramatis Persone and Costume. 





First performed, Monday, March 2, 1840. 


MR. RALPH NICKLEBY. Blue 
coat, green spencer, black waistcoat, }Mr. CULLINGFORD. 
grey pantsloons, Hessian boots...... 


NICHOLAS NICKLEBY. (istdress.) 
Suit of black. (2nd dress.) Black frock 
coat, black waistcoat, and — 
_ TROWSETS.. eeeree eeerervaer eee 


MR. MANTALINI. (ist dress, 
Green frock coat, coloured silk waist- 
coat, plaid trowsers, boots, white hat,» 
and coloured satin stock. (2nd dress.) 
Dirty white trowsers, with black bind- 
ing down sides, coloured —T and 
dirty shirt sleeves. .o.ssscecerece 


JOHN BRODIE. ( lst dress ) =} 


Mr. Savitz. 


Ms. Yates. 


coat, light waistcoat, cord smalls, top 
boots, low crowned hat. (2nd dress.) 
Change coat (green). cscccccccccses 


NEWMAN NOGGS. Dark green 
coat, striped waistcoat, buff trowsers, 
small black gaiters, shoes, and read 
white cravat and old hat (ragged). 


BROOKER. Frock coat, black 
waistcoat, dark trowsers, old hat and 
shoes (dirty and ragged)... ..0ceeee 


SQUEERS. (ist dress.) Black coat. 
Mey pantaloors, wee Pye omy 
hat, dark great coat. 
aia - drab great oat speoes 


Mr. BeveRrvy. 


Mr. BucestoNne. 


Mr. MayNarp. 


Ma. WILKINSON. 
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vi. DRAMATIS PERSONZ AND COSTUME. 


- SNAWLEY. Black coat, a 


loons, and long gaiters, broad 
low-crowned black hat, white Ma. E. H. Buruer. 


wee ee 4 


ARTHUR GRIDE. Green coat, 
White waistcoat, dlack pantaloons, short 
nankeen gaiters, and shoes... ..0. +. 


CRUMMLES. Dark coat, striped 
waistcoat, blue ——ae a 
shoes, and white cravat.. nip tve 


hue . Kine. 
CHAS. and NED CIERRYBLES ne 


Mr. .P. Beprorp. 


{Brothers}. Brown coats, white double- 
breasted waistcoats, nankeen smails, 
and long nankeen gaiters, low broad- 
brimmed hats, white cravats, and 


WROOR GAGE 05 och Som cieeiz> tele ss aati s 


Mr. Horns: 


Mr. OE 


FRANK CHERRYBLES. Dark 
frock coat, light waistcoat, white trow- 
sers, and hoots. see cereeers et eneces 

WHACKFORD SQUEERS. Dark 

et, white waistcoat, fustian trow- >Maerer Brunron. 
sers, and cap—(Stuffcd)..... weesee es 


EXECUTIONER........cecce0-. Ma. J. Suaw. 


Mr. fwmeent. 


Guards, Labourers, Waiters, &e. 


SMIKE. (1st dress.) Corderoy trow- 
sers, black jacket with metal but- 
tons, black stockingsandshoes. (and f MBs. Kasur. 
Gress.) Suit of black.. 00-02. eeee 


MADAME MANTALINI. (lst 
Gress.) Uandsome ‘modern dress, pink 
satin hat, white feather and velvet } Mr. Fossroke. 
shawi. (2nd dress.) Cotton bed- 
gown, black stuff petticoat, and cap... 


(RES, GRIN Mewrn ate ot 


KATE NICKLEBY. Mourning.... Miss M. A. Les. 


nk progr (ist dress.) Riding 
it , and black hat. 
dress.) muslin, trimmed with rel Miss Gnoncs 


: WOME 6. Mes las bs ce covcesboue 


DBAMATIS PERSON@ AND COSTUME. 
‘ 


MISS SQUEERS. (1st dress.) Riding 
bonnet, 


MRS. DOBSON. Chinte gown, j 
white apron, and Capes +. ++ sees ee » } Ms. JeaNSON. 


MADELINE BRAY. Plain ane 


muslin‘... ...+ 00 80 oe 00 OC CO SOO HERO 


PEG SLIDERSKEW. A common 
cotton, linsey-woollen petticoat, ot bat, SANDERS. 
cap—all dirty 


eee ee ee ee otoeee 


MRS. CRUMMLES.. sees cesceeee Miss Careis. 
Chambermaids, Servants, Ses 


Time of representation, one hour and three quarters. 


EXPLANATION OF THE 2ZTAGE DIRECTIONS. 


L. means first entrance, left. R. first entrance, right. pet 


second entrance, left. S.E.R. second entrance, right. 


upper entrance, left. U.E.R. upper entrance, Tight. C. aaa 
L.C. left centre. R.C. right centre. T.E.L. third entrance, 
left. T. E.R. third entrance, rigt:t. Observing you are sup- 


posed tu face the audience. 


“a 


‘THE FORTUNES OF SMIKE, 


OR A 


SEQUEL TO NICHOLAS NICKLEBY. 


Cental 


ACT I 


SCENE 1.—Behind the scenes of the Portsmouth Taeatre at 
night—As tie scene opens groups of persons, male and femate, 
dressedin characters, pass acrossthe stage—The Cauu-seoy with 
@ pot of peter—CappPENTERS with smail set pieces—A very 
small Curin aad a Devit quarrelling—/ guard of awkward 
superrumeraries, outre helmets, ¥c—An officer conducting 
Mrs. Vixcen? Crumuuss i tragic robes and chains to 
execution, when they pass over (supposed toenter on the stage), 
bursts of applause and clepping of hands are heard without. 


Ma. Vincent CrumMigs rushes om F. EB. L., in great apita- 
tion, calling for the executioner. 


Cru. Where’s the executioner? the peace’l! be ruined ; 
where is the villain? “ Buggins ! Buggins ! 
Cali-boy. (Rushes across the stage calling.) Mr. Buggins! 
Stage waiting ! (Eait 7. 8. u. 
[Crcommies rine dbout the stage tearing his hair— 
Great hissing heard, 


Crz. There, it’s all up—the piece is damn’d—nobody to cut 
my wife’s head off. 


[Cat Boy rune on F. &. L. with the ExEcuTIONER, if 
a desperate hurry—CRUMMLE throws his hat at him. | 
Eve. Vihere’s my axe? Who's gota chopper? 
Cra. weed up @ spede.) Here, you scoundrel, teke 
A 


v 
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this shovel; hide the handle under yqur cloak. (Puts it under 
the EXECUTIONER’s cloak, and pushes him on to the stage, 2.) 
Get on, get on! 


[The hissing subsides, and great aeletie iz heard~- 
CruMMLEs calling of as if to PrompTer. 


Fine him two months’ salary, Mr. Grunt; he shall go. It is 


all right—to!! the bell. [The bellies’ 4 tolling. 
Rattle the chains. [Chains are rd torattle. 
Huzza! buzza'! : 


{Great applause is heard—Bell rings, und calls for Mrs. 
Crummues and the Author of the Piece, Mn.Joanson. 


Cru. (Calling PF x.) Go on; go on, my dear boy; d—n 
modesty——one, two, three wreaths, andsix bunches of laurel— 
the greatest hit since Mrs. Siddons and Shakspeare ; all righ’, 
what a splendid poster to-morrow ! 


Enter Nicuoxas from stage, r-—CRUMMLES rushes into his 
arms an? embraces him. 


__Aru. My dear boy, you've done it—splendid, beautifui—the 


piece’! run a week—your fortune’s mad —we must follow it 
up—we'll have auother out immediately—a show piece, with 
all the resources of the establishment—new and splendid 
scenery—a real pump and two washing tubs ! 

Nic. A pump and washing tubs in a drama ! 

Cru. To be sure, oid fellow; [bought "em cheap at a sale, 
and they'll come in admirably. That’s the London’ 
look up some dresses and properties, and have a piece written 
to fit them. , ‘ . 

Nic. Indeed! : 

Cru. Oh, yes—a common thing—look beautiful in the bilis— 
large letters—xeal pump! splendid tubs!! great attractian ! 
we'll read the piece on Monday—only three acts mind——. 

Nic. Upon my word, I don’t think I can be ready by Mon- 
gay morning. 

Cru. Pooh, pooch! my boy. 

Nie. I really can’t—my invention is not equal to the task. 

Cru. Invention! What the devil’s that got to do with it? 

Nic. Everything, my dear sir. 

€ru. Nothing, my dear sir; don’t you unde. -tand French ¢ 

Nic. Perfectly well. 

Cru. Very good. (Taking a manuscript copy from his pocket.) 
Then just turn that into English, and put your mame on the 
title page. Da—me, if I hav’nt often sworn, that ¥ wouldn't 
have a man, woman, or child in my company that wasn’t 
master cf the language, so that they may learn it from the 
original tongue, and act it in English, and by that means save all 
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this trouble end expense. Go to work ; remember you'll earn 
upwards of ti. 10s. this week—let that inspire you. 
[Exit hastily, ¥. 8.1. 


Nic. What a str. ge existence is mine, since I quitted Lon- 
don, and joined the theatrical profession. I've scarcely had 
time for amoment’s reflection. Noggs’s continued silence be- 
comes the score of much uneasiness; he promised to to 
me here, under my assumed name of Johnson. I long to bear 
of my mother and Kate. I left them. before I said good-bye ; 
it might appear cruel to them—but it was done to spare them 
the pain of leave-taking. Poor Kate, she is left entirely to the 
tender care of my uncle, Mr. Ralph Nickleby. Heaven heip 
her. (Stands thoughtfelig.) 


Music—-Hnter SMIKe, F. E.L., he approaches NicHOLAS. 
Sei. You are out of spirits to-night. (Taking his hand.) 
Néc. Not 1; 1 was only thinking about my sister, Smike. 
Smi. Sister! Is she like you? 

Nic. They say so, only a great deal handsomer. 

Smi. Shall 1 ever see her? 

Nic. To be sure, whea we are rich, Smike. 

‘Smi. How is it that you, who are so kind and good to me, 
have nobody to be kind to you? 

Nic. Why, it is along story. 1 have an enemy—you under- 
stand what that is ? 

Smi. Oh! yes, I understand that. (Shuddering) 

Nic. Well, it is owing to him. My uncle, he is rich, ana 
aot so easily punished as your old enemy, Mr. Squeers—he is 
a villain, and has wronged me. 

Smi. Has he—whatis bis name—tell me his name? 

Nic. Ralph Nickleby. 

‘Smi, Ralph—Raiph Nickleby. Pli get that name by heart. 

Nic. Poor boy. (Shaking his hand.) 'm afraid your memory 
is taxed too heavily already. You can scarcely learn the tri- 

allotted to. you. 1 have almost resolved to quit the 
stage, and, on your account, endeavour to obtain other employ- 
ment. Portsmouth being a sea-port, we might get something 
te do. i could make myself useful in many ways—so would 
you on board some ship. y 

Smi. Oh, yes; I can milk a cow or groom a horse with any 
bedy. I iearnt when I was there. (Shudders,) 


Rater the Cats. Bov, B., with a tetéer soiled and dirty. 


Cali-boy. A ktter for you, Mr. Johnson, post-paid. (Gives. 
Jeter.) The postman brought ft. 
[Bait Cart Bor, B., whishing ‘‘ Toy Nose.” 
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Nic. (Opening letter.) it is from Newman Noggs. Heaven 
send it brings good news; it’s no easy matter to make out his 
writing. ing.) What’s this? “My sister in danger— 
ezpused to the schemes of a libertine.” Poor girl—ar ” 


I have remained here fer the best—but even now, may have 
@altied too long. (Zeit Suixz, F. 2. v. 


Enter Caummizs, Mes. Ceummizs, Master and Miss Ceum- 
MLEs, a part of the Company, and the Catt Boy, ¥.z. w., 
and group round Nicwowas. 


Cru. We're ali come to congratulate you, Johnson, my hero, 
on the success of your piece; it is a hit, a regular good ‘un— 
and I publicly declare, that « better legitimate drama than the 
** Mortal Struggie, or, The Parish Pump,” never ws written. 
Now, ladies and gentlemen, we'll say good night—everybody 
to-morrow at ten for the percession: we shall read Mr. John- 
son’s next new spectacle, entitied ““ Love your brother, but 
don’t give away your Shirt,” on Monday next. 

Nic. I’m afraid, dear sir, you will be disappointed—I must 
leave you immediately. 

Cru. Leave me—impossible ; what am I to do with the pump 
and washing tubs? 

Nic. 1 must return to London to-morrow morning. 

Omn. Going! 

Cru. It can’t be; let me see, this is the Wednesday night— 
you cannot léave before Monday. We'll have posters out, an- 
mjouncing your positive last appearance for to-morrow—then 
another positively for Friday—a re-engagement for one night 
only, on Saturday, and a farewell benefit on Monday. A 
novelty would do wonders. Yor couldn’t sing a comic song 
on a pony’s back, could you ? 

Nic. No, I must retarn to London immediately—so, good- 
bye. (Shaking Crummues by the hand.) 

Cru. But can’t we have “one last night?” think of the 
poster—red and blue letters—“ Only one night in the Washing 
Tubs.” 

Nic. Not an hour, not a minute—set all I have earned this 
week against my sudden departure, take it, and with it my 
hearty thanks. 

Cru. (Embracing him.) What, not take your money? 
Farewell my noble, my lion-hearted boy! 


[Music—Re-enter Smixe with a sirall bundle, Fr. 2. L= 
The rest of the company come on from different en- 
érances in their theatrical costumesThey form 
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Tarizau, No. 9 — Shaking hands with Nicnotas and 
Smixr—The company ali exeunt, Fr. & ..—NicnoLas 
and Smike exit, F. 8. BR. 


SCENE .—A counting-house in Ratpu Nice.epy’s house— 
with a portrait of RaLpu against the wall—A door and closet 
tn flat—Chairs, desks, &c.on stage—A bell rings. 


Enter Newnan Noses from door in flat, violently agitated, and 
cracking his finzers. 


Nog. Damn him fora false hound. 1 should have spoilt his 
ugly features yesterday, if I could have afforded it. 1 was very 
near it—I wes obliged to put my hands in my pocket and keep 
em very tight—I shall do it some day, I know 1 shall 
(squares) expose the poor girl to the schemes of that rascal, 
Sir Mulberry Hawke. Ugh! wilihe! Pil double lock myself 
im with old Ralph, and have it out before I ~ eee 
Never mind—I wrote to tell Nicholas—he’ll up 
ah! ah! Pll thwart Mr. Ralph yet, ho! ho! I, Newman 
Noggs, the rascal. (Squares up to the portrait, and strikes it 
several times.) There, that’s donc me goo¢—now I’m better. 
(Drinking from smail case bottle.) Oh, here he comes. 

(Hides behind door in fat. 
Enter Ratpa Nicxesy, door in flat, eith a letter open in his 
hand—Nocss slips out. 


prophet, for it shall surely come. Who's that? 
Noses peeps in at door in flat. 


Nog. Me, your niece. 

Ral. What of her? 

Nog. She’s here. 

Rai. What does she want? 
Nog. I don’t knew, shall I ask? 
Rai. No, show br in. 


[Exit Noces, who returns immediately with Kate | 
so ann Places.a.chair for her, then gues out door 
m fla‘. 
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Ral, Weii—well, my dear, what now? [Kate weeps. 
What is the matter? (Seating himself.) 

Kate. The matter which brings meto you, sir, is one which 
should call the blood up in your cheeks/and make you burn to 
hear, as it does me to tell—-I have been wronged, insulted by 
your friends. 

Ral. Therc is some of that boy’s blood in you I see. 

Kate. | hope there is; 1 should be proud to know it. I have° 
been roused to-day past endurance—I wiil not, as Lam your 
brother’s child, bear these insults longer. 

Ral. Insults ! 

Kate. Remember what took place here, and ask yourself, 
uncle : yuu must, I am sure you will, release me from such vile 
and degrading companionship as I am exposed to now. I do 
mot mean tc be angry and violent; I have gone on day after 
day in the hope that this persecution would cease. ! have had 
no counsellor—ne one to protect me—my mother supposes 
that these are honourable men, rich and distinguished—and 
bow can I, how can I undeceive her—the lady with whom you 
have placed me is not the person in whom I could confide, and 
i have come at last to you, the only friend I have at hand, 
almost the only friend I have at all, to entreat and implore you 
to assist me. 

Ral. { can’t stay it—we are connected in business; some 
girls would be proud to have such gallants at their feet. 

Kate. Proud! 

Ral. Yes ; mind, I don’t mean to say that you ought not to 
despise them-—it’s a dishonorable passion—it won’t last long— 
in the mean time—— 

Kate. In the mean time, 1am to be the scorn of my own 
sex, and the toy of the other ;. sunken in my own estimation, 
and degraded in every eye that looks upon me—no, not if 
i work my fingers to the bone, notif I’m driven to-the roughest 
and bardest labour; do not mistake me, I will not disgrace 
your recommendation+-[ wili remain in the house in 
which it placed me, until I am entitied to leave it by 
the terms of my engagement—though mind, i see those men 
no more—when | quit it\J will hide myself from them and 
you, and striving to support my mother by hard service, i will 
live at least in peace, and tin heaven to help me. 

{Exit through door in flat. 


Ral. Ym not the man fo be moved by a pretty face—yet, 
there’s something about that girl that I like. Now if that 
rascal] Nicholas were hang’d, or her mother dead, this Aouse 
should be her home: I’m almost sorry [ threw her in the way 
of that lordling and Sir Mulberry Hawke. 


{4 loud double knock, and a bell ringing viclently— 
Newman Nocés pops his head on at the door in flat— 
He ftas occastonalty tooked through the window of the 
door during the scene. 







Nog. Mr. Mantalini is at the private door. 
Ral. Very weli—shew him in. [Nocos retires again. 
Man. (Speaking without.) creak» Semeee Sage 


man into biue convulsions, upon my life and soul—deme«it ! 
(ion. But, how are you, you look quite juvenile and jnily, 
demmit ! 

Ral. We are now alone, sit; what do you want with me? 

Man. iVhat do | want—ha! ha! demnition discount. 

Ral. Hom! money is scarce. 

Man. Dem’d scarce, or I shoudn’t want it. 

Kal, The times are bad. I don’t want to do business just 
now ; but, as vou are a friend, how many bills have you ? 

Man. Two. (Producing bills.) 

Rai. What's the gross amount ? 

Man. Demn’d triging—five-and-seventy. 

Ral. And the dates ? 

Man. Two morths and four. 

Ral, Pildothem for you—mind for you, } would’nt for 
many people fer five-and-twenty pounds. 

Man. Oh, demmit! 

Ral. Will you takc the money—is it a bargain—money 
down. (Shewing a cas'-box and rattling gold.) 

Man. Don’t, don’t, demmit ; I can’t bear the song of those 
demn’d goldtinches—take the bills. 


[RaLpx counts twenty-five sovereigns into his hands 
—Mantarint in receiving them drops one—As he is 
stooping to pick it up, NoGes opens door in flat. 


Enter Mavame MANnTALIN}. 


Mad. M. Oin! you are here. 

Man. Yes, my life and soul; 1 am here upon Tom Tidler’s 
ground, picking up the demnition gold and silver. 

Mad. M. 1 am ashamed of you, sir. 

Man. Ashamed of me, my joy. It knows it is talking 
demn’d charming sweetness, but naughty fibs. It knows it is 
ashamed of its own poppolorum tibby. 

Mad. M. (Crosses to centre and sits.) 1 am sorry to intrude 
myself upon you, Mr. Nickleby, but it is entirely attributable 
to the gross conduct of Mr. Mantalini. 

Man. Of me, my essential juice of pine apple? 

Mad. M. Of you, sir; bis extravagance is beyond all bounds: 

Ral. | should scarcely kave supposed it. 

Mad. M. ¥e took some bills this morning out of my desk, 
and I nu? no doubt he came here to convert them into money. 

Man. No, no, my sugar’d almond. (Fitting a sovereign in 
ene of his eyes, and winking with the other af Rauen, over his 
wife's head.) 
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ManTaLimi groans. et 


> 


— M. You have brought it ail on yourself, Alfred. 

Man. (Jumping up.) Ym a demn'd villain—I will fll my 
pockets with change for a sovereign in halfpence, and drown 
myself in the Thames—but I’ll not be angry with her even 
then, for I will put a note in the twopenny pest as I go along, 
to teil her where to find me, and I'll p.p. my note—prepay it, 
then she will be a lovely widow, andI shall be a demn’d nobody. 

Mad. M. Alfred, you cruel creature, don’t—it breaks my 
heart to hear you talk of such a thing. 

Man. Can I live to be mistrusted; demmit, no I can’t—I 
would live upon dried hard bread and demn’d weak water, and 
I could water my water, but I can’t live to be mistrusted by . 
such divinity—no—no. 

Mad. M. *.sk Mr. Nickleby, whether the sum I have mer- 
tioned isn’t a proper one. 

Mean. I don’t want any sum—lI shal! require no demm’d 
allowance--I vill be a body. 

Mad. M. No, no, you shall have all you want, let us go 
home. 

Mon. We will, and Vl take Waterloo Bridge on my way 
back ; lend me a demn’d penny, Nicklebv. 


(Exit Mantaiim, hastily, door in flat. 


Mad. M. (Running after him.) Love, iove, you shall never 
be vexed again—have what you like, dear Alfred—you shail do 
as you like. Exits after MANTALINI. 

Rat. Bah! the fools! but they bring grist to my mill—so, 
jet them live out their day, and the longer it is, the better 
for me. 

Nog. (Peeps on ai the door.) Are you at home? 

Rat. No. 

Nog. You're quite sure you're not at home ? 

Ral. What does the idiot mean? 

Nog. A gentleman, and a young gentleman’s waiting for 
you in the front office, that’s all—ha ! ha! (Rubbing his hands.) 
‘They've heard your voice. 

Ral. Who has? 


(Mr. Squrers pushes into the room, leading his son, 


Master WHAckFoRD SQuEERS—Noass retires. 


~~ 
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ay I have, Mr. Nickieby—how d’ve éo, sir? 
oe a ae $s a surprise—I should know your face, Mr. 


Squeers. 

Squ. ‘Ah you'd have know’d it better, sir, if it hadn't been 
for all that I’ve been a going son, sir, little 
‘Whackford—what do you think of him, sir, for a specimen of 


Dothebcys Hall ieeding. Ain’t he fit to bust out of his clothes, 


‘Pinches J 

Wha. (Crying out.) Don't father, you burt. 

Squ. Well, I had him there—but that’s because we break- 
fasted early this morning, and he hasn’t had his hunch yet; 
wh;, you couldn’t shut a bit o’ him in a door when he’s had 
his dinner—look at them tears, sir, there’s oiliness. 


[Wnrackrorn wipes his eyes. 


Ral. He looks well, indeed—pray how is Mrs. Squeers? 

Squ. Mrs. Squeers, sir, is as she always ig—a mother to 
them lads, anda blessing, anda comfort, and a joy tc ail them 
as knows her; lor! what a member of society that woman 
j<———— 

Ral. And how are yow—have you quite recovered that 
scoundrel’s attack ? 

Squ. I’ve only just done it, if I’vé done it now; 1 was one 
blessed bruise, sir, from here to there. (Touching the roots of 
his hair, and the tops of his boots.) Vinegar and brown paper, 
vinegar and brown paper from morning to night. I suppose 
there was a matter of half a ream of brown paper stuck upon 
me from first to last, as I lay all of a heap in our kitchen, plas- 
tered ali over—you might have thought I was a large brown 
paper parcel, choak full of nothing but groans ; did I groan loud, 
Whackford, or dic I groan soft ? 

Wha. Loud! 

Spu. Was the boys sorry tu see me in such a dreadful con- 
dition, or was they glac? 

Wha. Glad! 

Sgqu. Oh! (Fiercely.) 

Wha. S ! 


Squ. Oh! (Striking Wuacxrorn,) Then take your hands 
out of your peckets, when you're asked a question. 

Wha. (Crying) Yl tell mother. 

Squ. Hold your noise, sir, ina gentleman’s office. 

Rai. You have been shamefully treated, sir, by my nephew, 
shamefully. 

Sgu. You're right, and that’s not all—-I’m brought up to 
town from the bosom of my family, to defend a law suit 
against that young Pitcher’s father, the chap that always 


= 
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would catch the fever—he caught one too many at last, and 

died, and now his stupid relations brings an action against me 

for ill-usage. . ; 
Rai. 


Squ. You may say that, sir, for I don’t suppose there’s a 
man a going as possesses the fondness for youth thai | do; 
there’s youths to the amount of eight hundred pounds a- 
year at Dotheboys Hail at this present time. Id take sixteen 
hundred pounds worth, if I could get them, and be as fond of 
every individual twenty pound amoung ’em as nothing should 


Ral. 1 should like to have a word with you privctely, Mr. 
Squeers. (Pointing to Wuackrorp.) 

Squ. As many as you like, sir; Whackford, you go and ply 
im the back office, and don’t move about too much, or you'll 
get thin, and that wont do. You hav’n’t got such a thing as 
twopence, Mr, Nickleby, have you? 

Rai. (Very slow.) ithink I have. (Searches his pockets, takes 
out a penny piece, ahalifpenny, and two farihings.) There ! 
(Gives Wuacxrorp the halfpenny and the two farthings, and 
guts the penny in ais pocket.), You go and buy a tart; Mr. 
Nickleby’s man will shew you whcre, and mind you buy a rich 


one. (Erit Waacwrorp, through door in fat. 
Pastry makes his face shine, and parents think that's 2 
healthy sign. 


Ral. Attend to me; I am not to suppose you forget the in- 
juries my hopeful nephew committed upon you. 

Squ. Devil a bit. 

Ral.- We will both cry quits with him before Jong. 

Squ. Quits! ah! [ onrty wish Mrs. Squeers could catch hold 
of him, bless her heart—she’d murder him, Mr. Nickleby, she 
‘would as soon as eat her dinner. 

Ral. You must recover that boy, Smike, again, they are 
both in London—yes, et all risks, he shall be again in your 
power ; we'll wound him through bis own affections or fancies. 
if I could strike Nicholas through this boy-—— 

Squ. (Hitting Raven.) Strike him how you like, only hit 
him hard enough, that’s all. 

Rai. We wili talk of this again—call here again to-morrow 
morning—I must have time to think—money will do it—asa 
portion of the world affect to despise the power of money, I 
must try and shew them what it is. [Exit F. E.R. 

- Squ. Good morning, sir.) Here (calling at door in flat), just 
chuck that little boy’s hat of—that corner peg, and lift him off 
the stooi, will you, and bring him here. 


Enter Nocc with WHacxrorp, through door in flai. 


He’s a fine boy, ain’t he, mister ? 
Nog. Very. 
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“ - gqu. Pretty well swelled out, ain’t he ? he has the fatness of 
twenty boys, he has=ss== 

Nog. Ah, he has, the fatness of twenty, more-—he’s got it 
all—heaven help the others, poor things—ha! ha! Oh, lord! 


[Eat door in Act. 
Squ. That chap’s either mad or drunk, or both. 
4 Wuactrorp is jumping about. 


(Stopping Wracxrorp!) Is that the way to keep up your 
fat, sir? 


{Exit through door in flat, leading W=ackronD. 


SCENE Hl.—A4 neat Chamber. 
Enter Nicwovuas and SMiKs, fF. E. ©. 


Smi. 1 was afraid that you had fallen into some fresh trouble ; 
the time seemed so long at last, that I and Mr. Noggs almost 
feared you were lost. ‘ 

Nic. Lost! you will not be rid of me so easily, 1 promise 
you. I was detained. (Aside.) I will not teli him of my en- 
counter with that ruffian, Sir Mulberry Hawke—this is our 
new home—do you like it? 

Smi. (Faintly.) Home! 

Nic. Aye, home—why not? (Taking his arm.) 

Smi. I nad such hopes ence. Day and night, day and 
night for many years, ! longed for home till I was weary, and 
Pined away with grief! but now—- 

Nic. And what now ? 

Smi. I could not part with you for any home on earth— 
except one—except one. I shall never be an old man, and if 
your hand placed me in the grave, and 1 could think before I 
died that you wou!d come and look upon it sometimes, with 
one of your kind smiles, and in the summer weether, when 
every thing was alive, not dead like me, I could go to that 
home almost without a tear. 

Nic. Why do you talk thus, poor boy, if your life is a happy 
one, with me? 

Smi. Because I should change, not those about me; and if 
they forget me, / shauld never know it; in the churchyard, we 
are all alike, but here, there are none like me, none-—none ! 

Nic. Why here’s a dismal face for ladies’ company—my 
pretty sister, too, whom you have so often asked me about. 
Smile, look cheerful; when I talk of homes, I talk of mine— 
which is also yours. 
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Enter Mrs. Nicxtesy and Kate, ¥. 8. R.—Nicholas embraces 


_Nic. Dear mother—sister! 

‘Kate. Brother! thank heaven you are returned to us. 

Nic. Derr Kate, this is the faithful friend, and affectionate 
fellow-traveller, whom I prepared you to receive. 

Kate. (Taking Smixr’s hand.) You’re welcome a hundred 
times. 

Nic.. (Crosses to Mas. N.) You are always Rig ty at a 
mother, so you will welcome him I’m sure. 
Lis melancholy story. 

Mrs. N. Catalan. tar date: it is melancholy, i poor 

comfortable. 


“thing. We'll try to make you 


Nic. And now that you are ail made known to each other, 
and comforta)iy settled, | must think of some immediate em- 
ployment in town, for I am resolved never to leave you again. 
Yl try the register office. (Going to 1_) 


Enter Noces, hastily, F. &. L., with « broken umbrella under his 
arm: 

Nog. (#ntering.) No you wont. 

Nic. But I must do something, my friend. 

Nog. You shan’t, you shall de nothing, and 1’ll help you. 
No, I don’t mean that—but to the register office you 
shan’t go. 

Nic. 1 must either obtein a sitration, or enter the army, or 
‘urn sailor. 

Nog. Bah! a sailor '—salt meat and new rum, pease pud- 
ding and chaff biscuits. No—no, that will never do; I’ve got 
something better for you. Come with me into the city—e 
counting-house—kind masters—best place in the world. 

Mrs. N. Lor! Mr. Noggs, how kind. 

Nic. Whet do you mean, Newman ? 

Nog. I don’t know—only this | do know, my old friend, 
honest little Tom Linkinwater, who has lived for five and thirty 
years in the firia-of Cherryble, Brothers, and Co., end never 
had a cross word or look, has just sent to me, to say, that there 
is a vacancy for you—so come along, my dear lad, your for- 
tune’s made—ho! ho! (Laughing.) 

Nic. How can my gratitude-— 

Nog. Stuff and nonsense—it’s only my duty, you’ve done 
yours nobly, by,that por: orphen, haven’t you. (Crosses and 
pats Smfkr on the head.) Come, we shan’t be long gone. 
We'll soon be a match for Mr. Raiph Nickleby now——the 
ugly d—d scoundrel! (Bows te Mrs. N.) I beg your pardon, 
madam, but I carrot help it, it wouldn’t keep down—but I 
was a gentleman ouce—I was indeed. 


{Music-—Noccs leads Nicwouas off, F. B. Li. aTB, 
Mrs. NICKUEBY, and SMIKE exeunt F. B. “ 
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SCENE IV.—A Street near the Saracen’s Head, Snowhill— 


Lamp and Fruit stond, L.—An old women discovered at the 
Fruit stand—Time, evening —~Stage dark. 


[Music—Jouw Bropre heard laughing 
without, L. 


Bro. He! ha! see there lass—there be Paul’s Charch— 
Ecod! he be a soysable one, he be. 


Enter Joux Bropiz, Mas. Jon Baovie (late Miss Price), 
and Miss Squeers in travelling dresses, corrying haskets, 
. bundles, Se, ant poupaled ty CS98 GOVERE SeaED. 


Miss-S: How ridiculous of you, Mr. Joha Brodie, to be set 
down in the street, just to look at St. Paul’s. We shall be 
taken for I don’t what. 

Bro. Let ’em take us as they foind us. bpd sage 
to Lunnun frae Yorkshire to do nought but joy gave 
we Tilda, my lass? Here be a weddin party—bride and 
maid, and groom; if a ma: doant joy himself noo, when 
ought he, hey?. draat it all, that’s wot f wants to know—so 

noo, my man, gang to the Sarah’s head at once. 

’ ° Miss S. Lauk, Mr. Brodie—the idea—Saraceni’s head ! 

Bro. 1 know’d it was summit aboot Sarah—to the Sarah- 
son’s head then, my mun—so come along lasses, we'll all be 
jolly and com‘ortable, ha, ha‘ - 


(The Man exits F.2. R., wilh trunks—Joun Baovit ond 
the Lapies following him.” 


Music.—Enter Smiur, F. E. R., with @ small parcel——He looks 
anxiously round, ~ 


Smi.-I’m sure I’ve lost my wey, the streets are so 
alike, and my poor head is so very weak. oS eee 
Ppeopic, they only laugh, and’ send me wrong. Mis. N’ 4 
told me to take these books to—to Miss La Crevy’s, 
Nicholas’s sister—in—in the Strand—and I don’t know where 
the Strand is, but it is fcr Aer, and I would even die to win 
one of her sweet looks! she is so kind, so good to me: I like 
her very different to Nichclas—and I don’t know why, but 
whenever | speak er look at her, my cheeks burn. and my 
heart beats so, I don’t know what to do; I always want to 
SRY a great deal, and I can never speak to her—no—not one 
. word! but I must try and find the house, perhaps this street 
May lead me to it. (Hatt, F. B. 1. 


Zater Ma. Squeers and WHACKFORD, 8. E. &.- 


“" Squ. Now, Whackford, attend to what I have said to you; 
if any questions should be asked by inquiring parents of 
youth, which is likely to be the case, as I’ve put you into the 
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aftvertisement as a sperimen bor for the “otheboys Hall 
Classical and Commercial Academy, mind—unlimited legs cf 


_ Re-enter SMikE, P. E. L.—He approaches the woman at the 
stall, and appears to be asking ‘his way—The woman points 
R—Waackrorp turning round, sees Smins, runs fo him, 
and pinches kis leg. 

Wha. Father, father, here’s Smike—Hooray ! 
[Smixe struggles and clings to the lamp-post. 


Enter Two Inise Lasourers, F. £. t., and cross to R— 
SQueers hooks Smixe by the neck with his umbrella. 


i) 
Music.—Tasieas, No. 12. 


Sgu. Here’s 2 go—here’s a delicious. go—Whackford, my 
boy, call up one of those coaches ; damn the expense. 

Lab. What’s he been doing of, Mister? 

Squ. Everything—everything—he’s been running away, sir 
—Joining in biood-thirsty attacks upon his master, sir; there’s 
nothing that’s bad that he hasn’t done! 

[The Lapouners exeunt, 8. EB. 2. 

Smi. (Extremely terrifed.) 1 must go home. 

Squ. To be sure must; you are about rigm: ‘here, we'll 
go home very soon” You'll soon find yourself at the peacerui 
village of Dotheboys Hall isi Yorkshire. Where’s the clothes 
you run off with, you ungratefal robber ? (Shaking Aim.) 


Smi. Ciothes, sir? 
Squ. Yes, clothes, sir; do you know that I could hang you 


up outside of the Old Bailey, for making away with them 
articles of property; it’s a hanging matter, but you come to 
the right shop for raercy when you come to me; and you may 
thank your lucky stars that I’m the man that’s got to sarve it 
out-to you. (Strikes him with the wmtrella.) Do you know, 
sir, that Wellington boot you wore, cost eight} and twenty 
shillings, when it was a pair. 

[Muric—Sgquzzss drags Smike off, F. &. 2.—Weack- 

For» pushing him. : 


SCENE V.—4 Chamber in the Saracen’s Head. 


Enter Joun Brovis, Mrs. Brovis, and Miss SQUEERS, F. B. L. 


Bro. (Rating a piece of pie.) Weil, Tilly, dosn’t thou feel 
hoongry after thy tea, lass ? 


Enter a Wartes, F.&. L. 


Wai. Here's a gent'man for you, sir. Are you at home? 
Bro. I wish I were, ?'d ha tead two hours ago. Let ’un 
come in. — (Exit Wairzs, P. B. 1. 


' Enter Ma. Squezrs and Younc WHackporp.: 


Miss S. (Runatng to him.) Pa! (Crosses to t.) 

Squ. Why, who’d have thought of this. I heard Mr. 
Brodie’s voice, 80 I sent up the waiter: But who'd have 
thought of seeing you in London, gal? 

Miss S. Who, indeed, pa! but you sce Tilda is married at 


Bro. Ees, and I stood threat for a soight o’Lunr-un, schcol- 
"ha to the broide anc broidesmaid. 

(Crossing to c.) One of them things that young mea 
do when they get mairied, and’ as runs through thelr oaey 
lixe nothing at ail. 

Bro. Never mind, Schoolmeasther—will ’ee pick & bit of 
summat, now you be come ? 

Squ. I won’t myself, but if you'll just let little Wheekford 
tuck into something fat, I shall be obliged to you. (To Mise S.) 
‘What do you think? Who do you suppose we have laid hands 
on, Whackford and me ? 

Aatss S. Not that Mr. (To Mrs. B.) You know who. 

Mrs. B. Nickledy? 

Squ. No; nearly as good though—Mr. Smike. 

Miss S. (Clapping her hands.) No! 

Squ. Yes, and I’ve got him hard and fast. 

Bro. Wa’at got that poor, dom’d seoundrel—where ? 

Squ. Why here—in this very house—in one of the top 
back rooms, with him on one side, and the key on the other. 
(Shewing key.) 

Bro. Ho! hot the schoolmeasther agin all England! give 
ws thy hand, mmun——i'm damned but I ceast ahake thee by the 


ght 


Aands.} It was pretty neatly done, te pety gut to en 
for fear he should give me the slip, ve taken three out- 
sides for to-morrow morning, for and him, and 
me. : 


P 


} 
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Bro. No—have ye tho’! capital—ho! ho! how te’ uld 
ooman in Yorkshire will stare to see un—ha! ha! wait a bit, 
schoolmeasther, I’! just order a bit o’ supper ; you must stay 
and pick a tone with us. (Aside to Mas.B.) I'll have young 


eot in noo time. Gotten the young up stairs, at 
top o’ the house—ba! ha! it’s worth 4 to hear 
thee tell of it—ha! ha! Ezit, P. &. L. 


Squ. Everybody will be rejoiced to hear of the young dog’s 
capture; he’s used me so ill—I that have been his benefactor 
from a babby—his feeder, teacher, and clothier. Come, 
ladies, if we ave to stay, we may as well walk into the parlour 
and sit down till supper time, standing about tires one 9; 
end I shall want 3.1 my strength for Master Smike’s back, 
when we get back to Yorkshire. (Taking a lady on each arm) 
Ha! ha! if Mrs. S. could see me now, eh —Whackford, you 
walk slow, and eat plenty of fat. 


{Zait Squezrs with Mus. Bropie and Miss Squeers 
—Wuackrorp following, F. =. R. 


SCENE VI.—A mean Garret—Light from a smail broken 
casement—Moonlight—Doors with locks, s. £. x. and L.—A 
truckle bed, and old chair on. 


Music—Smike discovered sitting on the bed—His hat and coat 
lying on the chair. 


Smi. Oh! I—I’m in his power again, and he’ll take me back to 
that cruel place again. What have I done to deserve this? 
They will take me far—far away from the only kind friend I 
ever had, to become the same wretched—wretched being I 
was, when he found me. (Pressing his temples.) Oh! why 
dont’t I die? Master beat me, because I would’nt tell where 
Nicholas lived—bvt I never willi—they may kill me, but they 
shal] never harm him, for Aer sake. 


[A slight noise, and key turning in a lock heard —SMIKE 
shudders. 


Smi. He is coming—oh ! 

[The wu. dear softiy opens, and Joun Bacpie peeps in. 

Bro. Hoosh, lad—doan’t thee bawl out. 

\ [Broptz enters the room with his shoes off, cerrying 
3 them in his hand—Smixe gazes at him vacantly. 

Bro. Ods, bobs, doan’t thee know me? I be John Brodie, the 
chap as met thee afther schoolmeasther was bang'd down in 
the country. I ha’ gotten key of waiter to set thee free— 
dos’t know me now? 


Smi. (Joyfully.) Yes—yes! (Jumping up.) Oh! help me 
now—he’ll kill me. 
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Bro. | be dong’d if he does, thu’ ; but if thou wasn't as ailly 
a youngster as ever draw’d breath, you would na” need help=— 
wa’at did ’ee come here for, mur ? 

Smi. He brought me. : 

Bro. Brou’t thee—why did’nt ’ee punch his head, or lay 
thyself doon and kick, and squall out for Pollis? I'd ha lick’d 
a dozen such as him, when I was young as thee. But thee 
be’est a poor broken-loon chap, and heaven forgi’ me for 
bragging ower morsel o’ talk to thee. I teli’ee—thee’ll soon be 
a match for te’uld Squcer’s lad. ‘here, see that! (opening 
the door, u.) Noo, coot awa. 

\ Smi. Eh! what? 

Bro. 1 say, coot awa—dos’t thee know where thee livest ? 

Smi. I think I do. 

Bro. Very well; are yon thy Clothes, or schoolmeasther’s? 

Smi. Mine. 

Bro. Then ov wi’ ’em, (Puts Sxixe’s coat on awkwardly, 
wrong sleeve, &c.) Thes mun noo folle- me, and when thee 

_ gets outside door turn to the right, and then they wean’t see 
thee pass. 

Smi. But he brought me back before, and will again—he 
will—iadeed, he will. 

Bro. He wilk—he will—be weant-—he weant. ivok’ce, if 
he comes up here awhiles thee’st clearing off, he mun have 
mercy on his own bones—for I weant. (Shaking his fist.) If 
thee keeps’t a good heart, thee’ic be at whoam afore they 
know thees't gotten off; coom go. (Leading kim iowards v. L.) 

Smi. Heaven bless you! (Shaking his hand.) 1 shall see my 
happy home—told his band, and gaze upon bis sister's face—— 
joy! joy! Biles: you. (Ext hastiiy, vv. 

Bro (In @ loud whisper ct door.) Just tell young Measther 
Nickleby that I am sploiced to Jilly Price, and am to be 
heer’d on at the Sarah’s Sou, by fatther; and say I beanta 
bit jealous now. (Laughinz.) Dang it, I’m like to bust (coming 
forward) when { thinx of that night. ‘Cod see ’un now, a 
powderin awa at the thin brea! and butther. /(Gees to door, 1. 
looks out, then shuts door.) 1V'll be all reight—the lead’s clear off, 
noo Yl turn into bed a bit, and wait for Squeers; how 
*tould devi] will stare when he fcind= the bird flown—ha! ha! 
(Gets into bed, puts on night cap, and covers himself over with 
the bed clothes.) Ha! ha! this riz beats cock fighting haller— 
ha! ha! if Smike doant get whom now, he never will— 
so schooimeasther may come as sonnias he loikes. 

{4 noise of & prsun ascendinz stairs, x. 
That be he—slow and steddy, mister—take your time—-ho ! 
ho! (Subdued anil cramming the bei clothes in his mouth.) 
[4 key is heari to ivrn in ire lock of x. v.--the duor 
slowly opens, an:] SQucERs*peeps m—DBRovie covers 
his Read over wtih the bed clothes. ~ 


R 
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Squ. Hallo, there, you sir.) Enters room.j Are you asleep ? 
Bro. (Aside.) Noa; wide awake. 
Squ. (Very loud.) Hallo! young gentleman, speak when 
you are spoke to—dy’e hear. 
[The bed clothes are seen to shake with saopie’s iaughing. 
—A pause. 

Don’t aggravate me, sir, or I'll break every bone in your ugiv 
body. (Approaches bed—Bronte laughs faintiy. 
You young vagalione—is these the manners i taught you ? 

[Pulls down bed clothes, and discorers Jonx Buovte, 
who inughs heartily. 

Gone! Murder! Robbery! Burglary! 

[Calis lovdiy—Bronit standing up in the bed laughing-—— 
Tivo Warvers and to CHAMBERMAIDS rush on with 
lights, x. and L. »., followed by Miss Squeeas. Mas. 
Brovie, and young WHacxrorp—Bronte throws 
pillows, Sc. at WHackrorp, who is knocked down, 

and, the uct drap descends amidst the general uproar. 


@xpD OF ACT !. 


ACT If. 


SCENE I.—he Couniing-house of Raeu Nicxugsy, ws in 
Acé I. 


Music.—New mas Noaes discovered pacing the stage. 


___ Wag. Five minutes to three; and my dinner time’s two. 
He @oes it on purpose—he makes a point of it. I might have 
a nice bit of hot roast meat spoiling at home all this time— 
** don’t go till i come back. (Speaking to the picture on the wall, 
and. shaking his fist.) Don’t you know it’s nothing but aggra- 
vation—ch!” [want to see Nicholas, too; he’s got some- 
thing more to tcl! me about that pretty little beauty in dis- 
tress, thet cells the paintings and the flowers, Miss Madeline 
Bray. Ha! ha! I smell a rat—my young friend’s falling in 
jove—ha! ha!—TI know it, tho’ he denies it. 1 was once in 
Fove mysc}f{—can’t afford it now, tho’. No, fio. 


{Katee NicKLeBy coughs without. 


Here heis ; now it'll be “stop here an hour,” or, “go there ;” 
but I won't, that’s flat—I’ll slip in here till he goes up stairs, 
then I can slip out. (Enters closet in flat.} 
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Enter Ratev }ccKLEBy door in flat, with a letter in his hand. 


Ral. (Calling.) Noggs! Noggs!—where is that fellow 
Noggs? The dog has gonc to his diancr, though I told him 
not. i wanted to send this letter to Gride immediately ; the 
old fool is so anxious io call the cherry lips of Madeline Bray 
his own, LNoces peeps from closet, and sur od 

_ that he has agreed to my peapunt te and tviflingly 

teen hundri:} pounds on tac wedding day—pro ta ies 
in persuading the lady’s father to consent to the match, 
force his daughtcr’s inclination. Bray must do as I 

or he rots in jail. Olid Gride will soon die, then the 

left a rich witow—ha! She is nineteen, the bri 
seventy; he is rich, she is poor—a capital match. 

shall be married immediately. ‘ 

Nog. (Aside.) On! you’ d—d scoundrel. (Shakes his fist, 
and drinks from bottle.) Here’s news for Nicholas. 

Ral. My hopeful nephew still eludes my vengeance ; that 
boy Smike, too, has again escaped from the tender care of Mr. 
Squeers, disappointing my plans that way; brt I’ve another 
plan yct—yes, yes—one that ill put in practice to-night. 

Nog. (Grouns aside.) Augh! (and drinks.) 


{4 slight knock heard at door in flat. 

Rai. Who's that? 

Nog. (Comes from closet.) Pve had my dinner. (Drinks) 
My appetite’s gone. I don’t know who she may be, or what 
she may be—but I pity her with all my heart and soul. Gride 

Nickleby—nice pair for a curricle. Oh, rognery { roguery! 
{Enters closet again.) 


Re-enter Rapa, follewed by Brooxer—He is care-worn. and 


haggard, rougi', clothed in shabby garments—he bows 
lowly to Ratrn, 


Bro. You don’t remembc: me, I sc, Mr. Nickleby 7 

Ral. No; though there is so about you that £ re- 
member now, more than enough. 

Bre. Mr. Nickichy, will you hear a few words that I haves 
to say’? 

Ral. 1 am obliged to wait here till my man comes in. 

TNoees laughs aside. 
if you talk, sir, | shall not put my fingers in my ears. 

Bro. I was once in your confidencc-—— (Rates sneers. 
eight years back. Yesterday was my first day in London. f 
have been seeking you from the moment I set foot in town. 
It’s twenty years ago since you and I fell out about money; 
you had pinched and ground me down for some years before 
we quarrelled, but I had served you faithfaily up to that time, 
in biniacd of all bibs dog’s ae 
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_ Rad. You had your wages. far it; there we stond on equal 
grounds, and could both ery quits. 
Bro. Then, but not afterwards. 
Ral. No, for since then yo owed me money—do so still. 
Bro. That's not all—that’s not all—mark that !—partly in 
temembrance of vour treatinen‘, and partly in the hope of 
making money som- day by the scheme, I took advantage of 
my position about you, and possessed myself of a hold upon 
you, which you would—-you vould give half of all you have 
to know—and never can know, but through me. What assixi-~ 
ence will you sive me? What bribe, to speak vut plainty? 
Money is on your side, and hunger asd thirst on mine—you 
may drive an easy hargain. - 
Rai. Hark’ye, Mr. Brooker—how dare you come with such 
@ talc t me—Begone! and iv we meet again, you shall see 
‘the inside of a jail—there’s my answer to your trash. 
[Exit Razen, F. gx. 
Bro. You shali bitterly repent this—unfeeling wretch ! 
{He is going—Noces darts out, runs to him, and iakes 
ais arm. 
' Nog. Sto;—teli me—he’s a scoundrel. You shall go home 
with me, and dine off my scrag of mutton. Come—ha! het 


come. 
LNoGeu- hurries Poe : 28 off, door in flat. 


SCENE i1.—<A neat Room at Mas. Nicauesy’s. 


Music —Enter Mrs. Nickiursy, Nicworas, Kate, Jour 
Bropie aad. Mrs. Baroves, PF. B. R. 


Bro. Ha! ha! tiat’s capital, Master Nickleby. 

Nic. Yes, you must make me a godfather the very first time 
you have occasion for one. 

Bro. Oh! d’ye hear that—a godfeyther. Ha! he! Tilly, a 
godfeyth=er—doant say a word more, ye’ll never beat that—ha! 

-I was ne'er so happy in a’ my days—dang—but Iwi take 

another giass to our next merry meeting, ’specially as we are 
ganging awa’ frae’ Lunnon to-morrow neight ; we'll drink to 
godfeyther—eh, Tilly lass? (Laughing .) 


Enter SMise, #. &.'R., very melancholy. 


Nic. And have you not been in bed? 

Sms. N—n—no. 

Kate. Why not? 

Smi. 1 could not sleep. 

Mrs.N. (To Mrs. Brovisz.) He’s nvt long for this wothi— 
poor dear, he gets worse every day. 

Kate. (Taking Smixe’shkand.) You are not well. 
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Sai. (Tremiiing) Svs, 1 em betiersindeed=-a great deal 
better. 

Nic. Wh» then co cou give way to these fits of melancholy ? 
You gre 2 different crerture, Smike. 

Smi. 1 do—J .kuow t do. Twill ‘cll ven the reason one 
day, but not now. 1 hate rmveeif for chic. You are?! so 
aud kind to me; bu: } cannot help it, my heart is fail—is very 
full. 
” Bro. Dang it, Inc! cheer up a hit anc thee shell be next 
godfeyther—el:, ‘Villy? Ha! ha! 

Nic. You mast arose youtreelf, “nike. 

Smi. 1 do try, but it’s a> 182; fhe mimory of *het horrid 
place down in the country hangs upon me, and scems toerush 
metotheearth. Dey and night i is before :ainc eyes; when- 
ever it rains hard, it more than evor rei. inca meet the dread- 
ful night I was taken.there, a little helpless child—it wes very 
wet; I think I see myself a: 1 wus then, corsing in at the d or 
—such a little creature, they suigh* have had pity and merey 
upon me; but no—i19, bey hadn’t. (Sighs) 

, {A loud knocking heard at v. v. 
a N. Lor! who can that be? It’s too tate for the 
r ‘ 
[Goes oul F.u. 1., und re-enters immediately, ; 
- 6y Ratepn Nicki zey——Alt vgciiieldaa, ~ dae 
vances—Kate clings to his arm. bas 

Nic. Wretch ! 

Kate. Nicholas! ! 

Ral. Stay, befure that boy says a word, let me speak. 

Bro. Say what thee’st gotten to say, and take care what 
theer’t about. (Clenching his fsi.) 

Nic. 1 will not hear this—his presence is an insult to my 
sister. John Brodic. is this my bose? am tachild? If he 
stands there looking so calm, he’l! drive me mad. 


[Bixoom seizes Nicwouas as he advances towards 
Rairu. } 

&ro. Stand! there's more to say and hear tian thou think’st 
for, I telt ’ee. I ha’ gutter: scent o That already—na—-it be _ 
that shadow outside door there! Noo, Schootmensther, show 
thyself. mun. (Goes to i. v., and drars Squuzrs in} Hat 
ha! dinnut be sheam-feaced, mun—thée be a pratty one, 
he! he. {(Smixe shrinks behind Mas. Nit xLesy and Kare. 

Ral. Have you done enjoying yourself, sir? 

Bro. Pratty nigh for present time, thank’ee—ha! ha! 

Ral. Madam! (To Mrs. Nicxesy.) I come here to restore 
@ parent to his child. I have that wretched boy’s father 
here. | 4U «yqwar astonished. 

Squ. Yes, there; and he is my friend—what do you say te 
that, eh, Smike, to come back to me? Walk ia Mr. Snawiey, 
and collar your babby. 

B2 
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. Buter Sxawiry, v. 5. aah rushes to Sine, and drags him 
forward, his head under his arnt.—Taair au, ee No. 14. 


Sunt. Save me! Save me! 


jJonn Brovrk seizes SNAWLEY, and thrusts ham inte 
COTROT, Le 


Sna. Mow little did I think of this joyful mecting =a J 
saw him last ; blessed babby—there he is, flesh and blood ! 

Bre. Vary little flesh. 

Sna. What is it that makes me love him so. aud sankiee » me 
want to chastisc you for cutting away from the best = 
mesters. 

Squ. It's a}l natur, sir; she’s a cum'un is natur. 

Nic. If you are this poor boy's father, look at she wreck he 
is, and tell me— 

Ral. Stay; we'll cut this matter very short; this is your 
eon-—you can prove it— [To SNawsey, who bows. 
by your first wife—you were scrarat@Pfrofhi her-—she had thew 
child—she sei:t it to a cheap school in Yorksu.rc, Me. Squeers’ — 


{Seveens bows. 


on her death bed she sent you word where he was to be found 
—the Ictter cnly reached you yestcrday——Mr. Squeers Jodges 
with you. 4 [Squrrrs bows. 
you told him the story—he recognized the lost boy iif his run- 
away pupil Smike-—and you have all the certificates of mar- 
riage, birth, &c. in this pocket-book. 


[{Shewing pockct-book, ‘which Broni& thes nad hands 
“to NSCHO).AS. 


Kate. Dear brother, canthis be really true? = 

Nic. (Read the papers.) 1 icav it is. 

Sgu. Weil, what’s to be done—what’s the order of the 
day? Is master Snaawiey to come along with mc? 

Smi. No-—no—prav no! 1 will not go from you with him. 
No—no. 

Squ. This isa cruel thing. Do parents bring children into 
the world forthis? He'll never love his father, he never loved 
mo—he never loved Whackford, who is next door but one to 
a cherubim-- it ai’nt-in him. 

Saad, } want my son. 

Nic. He chooses to remain ke re, and he shall. 

Squ. Won't you come hoine—won’t you let me love you 
when I want ” 

Smi. No—ne. 

Sgu. You ungrateful dog—l’H make you. Mr. Snawiey, lay 
kold of him. 


{He advances with SnawiEy to seize Smike, when 
Bronte takes them by the collar, one in each hand. 


THE YORTUNES OF: SMIKE. st | 


[Bronx picks up SquzERs’ hat, puts ir on his head, 

Bro. There, dom thee, take it. . 

{ Music —Joun Bronit, Mrs. Gronit, Mas. NiCKLEBY, 
Kater, Nicnowas and Smixe, exreunt,*. 0. &. 


SCENE Ill.—4 Cellar—Mangie—Broken Tabic. 
{See Work, Nos. 19, 20,) 


MANTALIN:i discorered Lying on the ground wretchedly clad— 
Mapame Mantanint standiag orer him wiih a broom. 


Man. 1’m dying—Im a real body, demmit ; but I forgive say 
dem’d chick-a-biddy of a wife, tho’ she’s cailed me naughty 
wicked names, and [ can’t bear it. I nust die. (Groans.) 

Mad. #f. Don’t talk this nonsense to me, you fglse wretch ! 
‘ve been ruined by ‘t” Your vile extravagance has tured me 
out of my house and home, and reduced me to this state of 
poverty ; to think I should ever have been reduced to keep a 
mangle. (Cries.) - x: 

“Man. (Aside.) Or 1 to turn it. mS re 
Mad. M. Get up you ‘Witty idle. vicious, good-for-nothing 
. brute ; why don’t you turn the mangle? get up. (Wivites kim 
with broom.) - 

Man. I will, t will, ny life and soul. (Runs to mangle.) 
am always turning, perpetually turning, like a demn’d old 
horse in a.demnition mili—my life is onc demn’d horrid grind. 
(Trrasthe mangle.) 

Mad. M,. Tper. why don’t you go and list to- 2 soldier—- 
‘you're welcome to, fo. me. 

Man. For a soldier! would his joy and gladness see him in 
a coarse red coat with a little tail—would she bear of his being 
wapped and beat by drummers demnibly—would she have him 
fire off real guns, and have bis eves turned right and left, and 
his trowsers pipe-clay’d ? 

Mad. M. Y¢s no more than you deserve, you villain! turn 
away, do. i want the baby-linen. (Putting clothes under the 
mangle.) 

Man. Oh, why are the dema’d babbies made for me to 
mangie their demnition small things at three-halfpence 2 
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dozen {—1’m tired, my life and soul, spel” athe "et: 
rest a little bit-—— : 
Mad. M. Rest, you were out albany vesterday, J .vant- 
ing somewhere, 1 know—turn on. 
Man. No, no, my tea and bread end butter, no. ‘(Turning 


mane? 

“Mad. M. (say you were; isn’t it enough that I paid two 
pounds fourteen for you, and took you out of prison, where 
your friend, Mr. Ralph Vickleby, had sent you, and’ what for, 
pray ’—why, to ict you live here like a gentleman, and—— 

Man. Turn a demn‘d genteel mangle—ugh ! 

Mad. M. You’li break my poor heart yet. 

Man. No, no—I'll never break it’s heart—I will be a ‘on 
boy and never do so any more—I will never be naughty-porty 
egain—don’t be cross with it’s handsome husband, now he has 
gone to the demniticn tow- ows. 

Mad. M. Cease this tom foolery. and go on with the work, 
I must have the things. 

Ban. Let it rest a little, mopsy wopsy, it wants to be 


Mad. M. \ wont—if you don’t work I'll tear your eyes out. 
Man. Ob! what a demn’d savage lamb. 

Mad. M, What’s that you said, sir? (Threateningly.) 

Mon. Nothing ! nothing ! p 


’ [The door of cellar opens, and Nicnoias NickLesy and 
Katze look in—TaBierat, No. 20. 


Nic. Pray can you inferm me—— 
Kate. Mr. Mantaliné! 
” Man, Demmit, it’s littl: “Nickleby ; shut the door, put out gm 
the candle, and turn me up in theaedstead. 


(Mavame Mantaint beats him—He turns the mangie 
rapidiy—NicHo.as and Kate laugh—Music, and the 
Scene is closed tt. 


” = 


SCENE 1V.—A Chamber—Folding dodrs in centre. 


Sinter Raven Niczvesy and ARTHUR Gripe, a miser, dressed 
5 Sor a wedding, bridal favours, &c. 


a 80, my dutifcl nephew frightened you a little last 


= No, no, he only tried to frighten me—ha! ha! he 
@inted to cheat me of my rosebud: 


Rai. This is your wedding ee. 
su %e—fourteen hundred | ee forced her 
fat! went and fix the day, although, poor devil, to my 
think. .asn’t many days to live—in shert, the house «p- 


[Dragehim towards centre doors, which are thrown open, 
and NicHo.as and his Stsrea er discovered. 


Gri. (Receding,) The man that came to me last night ! 
att Amar! what brings 900 here, lar, sevendrel, dasturt, 


Nic. I come here to save your victim if 1 can.- Liar aad 
scoundrel you are—in every action of your Wife, theft is your 
trade, and 1 move not. : 
fel bat See Or er ree ee ae a 
sc. To “to ~ unhappy object of. your tréacherg 
this tast moment 2 refoge, « home—for this / came and brought» 
my sister. bes x 
Rat, You wiil Temain, girl, will you f to be heuled down 
otairs like e drunken drab, as I mean you shall if you stop—n0 
enswer—thank your brother for what follows. Gride, call 
down , Kate goes cul door in flat} and not bis davghter— 
let them her above. 


Gaine affempts to advance. 


Hic. If you vaice your head, stay where you are. 
Ral. Siind me, not him. 
Nic. Mind yourself rather than ether of us, aid etey where 
you are. 
Rai. Will you cali down Bray f E 
Nic. Come near me at your peril, villain. 


Re-enter Kare, 
Kate. Her father ig dead. 
2s 
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Nic. Villains, you are caught in your own snare. 


(Pictere—Tasrear, No. 17.) 


Both your debts are paid in the one great debt of nature, in the 
sudden death of this helpiess girl’s fat »r—that bond due to- 
dzy at twelve is now waste paper—your schemes and frauds 
are known to man, and overthrown by heaven. 


Enter Mapz.ine, and fails into the arms of Katz. 


Rai. Dog! rascal! Yl trample on you. 


{Razpn rushes towards Nicuoias—Garidk advances & 
few paces to follow, when Nicwoxas seizes him by the - 
collar and huris him from him—Grive staggers 
egams! RaLpu, who seems buried in reverie 
TABLEAU, and scene clo3ts. 


~— 


SCENE V.—A dilapidated panel—A small closet in flat door, %. 
—Small fire grate, x.., dying embers, broken bellows, rude 
chairs Moon seen through broken casement-—Wied aad rain. 


Squexrs discovered wrapped in a very large Breat coat, he s 
. ‘seated, with @ bolfiein his hand. . 


Squ. Well, this is a pretty go—an uncommon pretty go— 
here have ft beeri’a matter of how many days—hard upon six, 
a following up this here blessed old dowager larcener, 
Mrs. $3 , Mr. Arthur Gride’s runaway housekecper— 
the old cat’s got some valuable papers belonging to Miss Made- 
tine Bray concealed with her ugly self, and in this becoming 

coat, with the assistance of thishere (k./ding up bottle) 
Pve done the trick—sne thinks I’m in love—ha! ha! I'm to 
be well paid for this job, when I gets hold of the papers, and, 
please the pigs, that happy event isto come off this wery 
blessed night that ever is—it’s time it did too—for Dotheboys 
Hall is a running itself regularly to seed, with my long ab- 
aence—how them blessed boys will miss their grammar. (Takes 
from his pocket a soiled and dirty letter.) What a deep old file 
that Nickleby is, to be sure—he made me grub and foller arter 
this old hag, tili we traced her here—he is a knowing one—2 
. regular rasper. (Opens letter.) Mrs. Squeers, by her last letter 
from home, seems pretty bobbish, sundries as usaal. (Reads.) 
“Pigs is well, cows ditto—boys and cetera—-young spouter 
ans been a winking: has he, Pll wink him when I gets back. 
“Cobbey would persist in sniffing while he was eating, and 
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sak that the beef was so strong 1t made him ——.” Very good, 
Cobbey, we'll sce if we cen make you spiff a little without beef 
—‘“the joniorcst Palmer ssid he wished he was in Heaven ;” 
I really don’t know what’s to be done with that young fellow, 
he’s alweys a wishing something horrid—he said once he 
wished he was a donkey, becanse then he wouldn’t have a 
father as didn’t love him—pietty wishes that for a child of six. 


The door sicwly opens, and Pre S1inereKxew crawls in, cax- 
tiously cloang the dow . 


Peg. (Whispering) 1s that you? 

Squ. Ah! it’s me, and me’s the first person—singular— 
nominative case—agreeing with the verb, its—I’ve come ac- 
cording to promise to overhaul them papers, and give you ad- 
vice, my Slider. 

Peg. So they used to say in thet part of the count:y I come 
from—but J thinks Oil's better. 

Squ. Better than what—! never cee’d such an old devil—she’s 
as deaf as a beetle. (Alowd.) Do you see this? this is a bottle. 
(Shewing tottle) 

Peg. 1 see it. ' ; 

Squ. Well, and do you see this? this is a glass. (Pec nods.) 
See here then—J fill this glaes from the bottle, and I say, your 
health, Slider, (drinks) and empty it, then J rinse it genteelly . 
with a little drop, fill it sgain afd hand it over to yan. (Gives 
Pre the glass.) -— 

’ Peg. (Smiles.) Your health. (Drinks and cougis.) - 

Squ. She understands thet any ways. : 4 
t 7, EG emplies the glass. 

. ~ - - . 
That’s the time o’day—you look twe Sounds Ueter now, 
and ‘twenty pound ten better than yeu did the day when fizet 
introduced myself here. 

Peg. Ah! you frightened me that day though, you did. So, 
Mister Arthur Gride wasn’t married to the young creature 
after ali! A young iover carried off bis darling—eh ? 

Squ. From under his very nose—he smashed the windows— 
and forced him to swallow the wedding favours beside. 

Peg. Did he? I’m so glad—I wish hed have choked oid 
Arthuf—ha! ha! (Drinks) He tricked me, but I’m even with 
the dog—lI’ve got the papers. 

Squ. (Filling her glass.) Ah! that reminds me, my Peggy, 
if yu. want my opinion of them aforesaid papers, now’s your 
time, hand ’em out—!’ll tell you which to burn and which to 


Peg. So youshall—bolt the door first. (Goes to the cupldard 
in flat) 
Squ. (Fastening the door.) She’s hook’d—brave co’ my 


[Pec stoops down and slowiy draws a smali tox from the 
cupbourd, it is concealed under a heap of cinders. 
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eg. There they ie—what’s of no use we'll burn, and what 
we can gct any money by we'll keep, and fret and waste his 
heart away. 

Sgu. Ail right, and very laudabile—bvut fisst and foremost, 
burn the box—it might lead to a discovery—I'll look over the 
papers, and tell you what they are. 


[Pee breaks -the box into smail picces and puts them 
into the fire, Llowing the dying embers ut the same 
time with her mouth—SqueEers lovks over the papers, 
holding the candle in one hand. 


Sqn. You poke the pieces between the bars, and I'l} reed— 
fet me see, let me sec. (Turning orer the papers.) 


The door in fiat is slowly opened, and Newman Nouccs and 
Frank CHEeRryBue enter crutiously—Noecs snatches up the 
old bellows, andis abrui to strike SQUERES—FRANE mae 
BLE stops him. 


Peg. What's that writing about—ch ? 

Sgu. Nothing particular—an old teasc--throw it into the 
fice. (Pec burns it.) This is «bundle of overdue acceptances— 
ditto—/(aside)—it’s very odd, I =e see it vct. 

Peg. What’s the matter ? : . 

- Nqu. Nothing—P'm on} oninefor ian 


tNoees again aticmpts tovstrike. 





lere you are—bonds, take care of them-—warrant of attorney, 
‘take care of that—iease and release, burn that—eh! here itis, 
Madeline Bray, come of age, or marry, the said Madeline—here, 
burn that. (SqueErs throws her a paper, retaining the one he 
is reading, aside.) t’ve got it—it’s all right! Murrah! the 
plan was a good onc, though the chance was desperate—the 
day’s our own at last—l’ve got it—ha! ha! ha! 

Nog. (Siviging Squeens a violent blow on the head with the 
dellows—-he falts.) You have, and be d—d to you. (He 
snatches the papers.) 


[Ps screams—N oes pieurishes the betlows and exits with 
the papers k., with Franx Cuzaryauz—Pre raises 
Severrs, whe is calling ‘ Murder.” 


Squ. (Stoppmg blood whick is trickling jrom his nose and 
great metancholy) I'm diddied. 


{Music—#zit SeurERs, supported by Pec, door in flat. . 
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SCEME Vi—<4 woody landscape—A cottuge painted on the 
flat—A cut tree, t. &. R., under which ix a couch or plaix 
sofa stoe!. 


-%& 


Enter Mes. Donsox from cottage, who urranges couch. 


Rrs. D. (Dusting couch.) Bless us and save us, my work 
will never ceasc—ever since the poor young gentieman 
heen down from London, my hands have been full—it's enough: 
to make the heart of a stune fecl, to witness his smfferings, poor 
dear—and the doctor told meir confidence this morning, that 
he’d never live to see another sunrise—rest and blexs hun—I 
am sure young Mr. Nickleby has done his duty by him—happen 
which way it will, he is always at his side, night and day, trying 
to cheer and comfort him—I never saw such affection and 
kindness, net !. 


Slow misio—nicr Nicuo.ss from coltage, supporting SNIKE. 


Nic. There, this brigat sunset will checr yuur spizits a littic, 
ard to-morrow vari will be another being. (Leading him to the 
cauch—tiey sit J 

Smi. Don’t, prav dont talk to me about to-amnoerve—for I 
—I feel that I shali newer live to see it. (T’ery feeble.) 

Mrs. D. (“sige.) Poor fear! 1 fear he-speaks tou traly. 

Nic. Yuu are a little better now, ain*t you? and happier ? 

Smi. (Smiling fairly.) With you, With-you, ana 1 shouid 

ly so—if you, my kind fricnd, would promise ux 
one thing, solemnly promise it before I die. « ¢ 

Nic. What is it? yon know I will. 

Smi. Promise me, that when I am dead, I shall be buried 
Near, a8 near as they can to the tree which shades your father’s 
grave, and where your sister Kate was found sleeping when she 
(a little child) had been lost for many hours. I wish to be 
buried there, on that spot, that sain: had laid her head—will you 
promise me this ? 

Nic. 1 wilt, i will. 

[Surxe sinites faintly and presses his hand—then turning 
his iead, perceives BRooxEnr, who kas entered at back, 
and is gazing on him through the cut trees—SMicz 
starts up andclings wildly to Nicuo1ras—Bixs. Dos- 
som appears at the door of the cottage—Music~-See 
Tasieat, No. 1x, 

Smi. Save me, save me! he’s there again—pray don’t let 
him take me away from you. 

Nic. What is it yon mean? berrhn, no dangercan threaten 
you here—you are dreaming. 

Smi. No, no, no—hold me~-don’t let nie go—there, there, 
behind the tree! 

{Brooker disappears—Exit Maze. Dossox. 
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Nic. (Looking round.) There is nothing—it must be your 


Smi. I saw him as plain as I see you now—oh! say, 
you'll keep me with you—never leave me—-not that f am 
afraid to die—I am Quite contented—I almost think that if L 
could rise quite well, | would not wish to do so now—you 
have so often told tne we should meet arin, so very often | 
lately, and now I feel the truth of that so strongly, that I can 
even bear to part from you. 

Nic. You say well, and comfort me very much, dear fcllow 
—what is it you ure so anxious to tell me? 

Smi. 1 will tell you—t should not havea secret from you— 
you would not blame me at a time like this, would you ? 

Nic. I blame sou? 

Smt. Iam sure you would not—you remembcr when we first 
went to our happy home to live with your mocher and sister, 
you often asked me why I was so changed, and sat so much 
alone? 

Nic. Yes. 

Smi. Shall I tell you why ? 

Nic. Not if it pains you—I only asked that I might meke 
you ber if I could. ~ 

Smi. i know, Ufelt¢hat at the time. (Drawire himsels closer 
to Nicxonas.) You wiil forgive me if 1 tell—emaeed, indeed, I 
could. not help it—but though 1 would have gladly died to 
~ maké her happy, itsbroke my heart to.see another love her, and 
t know ke loves her dearly, your kind master’s nephew: 

Ne. Frank Cherryble love my sister ! 

Smi. Yes, yes—who could find that out so soon as i—I, that 
have loved, have worshipped her so long in silence and seerecy 
—ron will not frown upon me and despise me will you? her 
bright innocent looks seemed to inspire me with a new exist- 
ence, and then her voice—oh! how my thoughts have clung 
to the music of those sounds—she seemed a better angel— 
sent to recall me back to life. (Removing from his bosom a 
piece of riband.) Take this precious token, and when I am 
dead, iaid in my coffin, and about to be placed in the cold 
earth, promise to hang it round my neck again—it contains a 
jock of hei’s—your sistex’s hair—let it rest with mein the 
Same grave—iet no eyes but yours see it—they would mock 
and scorn me. 

Nic. That they shall never do while } have life. ‘ 

Sm:. Now I am happy—my more than brother, farewell— 
don’t weep for me—I’m quite happy—you’ll not forget me, 
and sometimes talk to her about me? tel] her how fervently, 
how hopelessiy I toved her. Bless her! 1—l—shail soon ve at 
vest—scon with those happy people that have so long watched 
over me, and appeared in my blissful dreams—oh! they smile 
80 sweetly upon me with their bright faces. 


[Slow music heard. 
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Hark! listen to the music of their wings—thev.are coming for - 


the couch.) K—a—t—e. 
[Nicsoxas bends over Suice. weeping, a3 the ts 
closed in. 


SCEXE VUL— chamber in the house of Cuganys.e Bro- 
“rrers, doors R., L., and ~ 


Enter RALPH Nickiesy and Mr. Cuaries Cuzaavate, 1. 


Ral. Now, sir, perhaps you will condescend to tell me why 
I am brought from home at this tim®ef night ; this invitatic:: 
to your house is such an unexpected favour ? - 

Cha. And an unwelcome one, I know. Mr. Nickleby} the 
partner of your v!lamy—Snawley has confessed all—and 
the sthoolinaster Squeers is now~in custody—the: doc 
ment that was taken from him, was a will.of Madeline Bray’s 

randfather, giving her twelve thansand pounds on her 


Ral. 1 don’t understand you, sir—you speak in riddles~—I 
demand to know why I am brought here—I will knowit. 

Noe. (Entering, c. pv.) So you skali, and be da—i to you. 

Ral. (Starts.) Noggs, here! This is a good beginning for 
you-——the honest open-dealing men to tamper with this fellow, 
may servant, who would sell his soul for drink, whose very 
word is a lie. 

Nog. (Tiying to reach Nicxvesy, bi is held hack by the 
Broruers,) | will speak—hallo! you sir, old Nickleby, whst do 
you mean by a feliow like me—who made meso? If T would 
sell my soul for drink, why wasn’tI a thief, 2 swindicr, a 
housebreaker, rather than your drudge and pack-ho:se— if my 
very word was alic, why wasn't I a petand favoxite of yours? 
Lie—when did 1 ever cringe and frown to you, eb, teli 
me that ¢ 

Ral. (Starting) Dog! (Half azde.j 

Nog. What sct me first to watch your actions? why, your 
crue! treatmcat to your own flesh and biocd; and when I 
Sought these getr.emea out fas Fdid), there was no tampering 
with me—i told them I wanted help te find you—to trace you 
down—to go through with what I had begun—to help the 
right—and tuat, when | iad done it, ’'d burst into your room 
and tell yoo all face <o face, men to man: now, J have said my 
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say, and let anybo ly else say theirs, and fire away. (Shaking 
his hand in Raupr’s face, and making several blors in 
the air.) 

Rai. Go on, gentlemen, go on, I shall make you prove alf 
this. 

Cho. The proof is ready. (Opens v. door.) 


Enter BROOKER. 


Hea. what this man has to tell you. 

Ral. (Agitated.) Whatdoes hehere? Do you know he is a 
couvict, a felon, 7 common thief? 

Bro. { know lam a guilty man—among those who once had 
dealinzs with Ralph Nickleby some five-and-twenty years ago, 
there was one, a reugh fox-hunting, hard-drinking squire. 
Ralph Nickleby used often to go down to the house in Leicester - 
xhire—the genth-woman was entitledto a pretty largep — 
in course of time he married her, but the same love of 4ai 
which cansed him to contract this marriage, led to its being 
kept strictly private—the result of this privat: marriage was 
a son—seven years this was kept, till, provoked by his ill- 
usage, his wife eloped on the very cve of her brother's death, 
with a much younger man. 

Nag. (Rubbing his hands.) Did she, by jingo ?—ha! ha! 

Bro. {t was then that he gave his son into my charge—I 
brought him home to his own house—he was sickly—the doc- 
tor said he must be removed for change of air—his father, 
Ralph Nickleby, was from heme for weeks together—he had 
treated me cruelly, and I resolved to be revenged—fifteen years 
ago I took the child to a Yorksnire schoal, kept by a man 
named Squeers, and left it there-—-I gave him the name of 
smike ' 

Ral. ( Greatly agitated ) Where—where is he? my son—iet 
me see him—where is he ? 


Hnter NicHoxas rapidly through centre doors, followed by Mrs. 
Nicxitesy, Kate, Mapeting, Jonn Broptir, and Mrs. 
BRODIE. 


Vic. Dead! he expired in my arms. 


fRaupPn siands «@ moment, then fulis powerless inte 
Noc6s’s arms, trho takes him off ¥. &. L., followed by 
Brooker. 


Cha. Unhappy man. 

Nor. (Speaking as he re-enters.) His heart is broke—he'li 
never speak agein. 

Bro. T’ould chap ha’ gotten something comfortable fo: 
himself at last then? and there be a pratty decent go down in 
Yorkshire too—the schooi’s broken up—it’s a’ ower—past and 
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oa oe havc half-killed missus, beat the woung lady, 
and ducked Master Whackford’s head in the treacle bowl—and 
so peor lad Smike, he be vary ill—(te Nicwonas) I'm main 


sorry for it. 
wer 


Cha. And now something more picasant-— 
Nicholas’s future bappi Madcline’s heart is occupied, and 
most worthily, you shall have her and her fortune—my a 
Frank, alsu chooses as we would have children be 
happy. (Joins Nicuotas and Maperyxr’s hands.} Receive the 
reward of virtuous endurance—-vou ¢' all all have a share in 
the firm. 

Nog. (Einbescing ali round.) Ob, this is a glorious day, and 
1 bave lived to see it—ha! ha' my dear boy, bapps at iast-— 
(weeping)—d—do—n't—try to stop me—I must have it out— 
—_ so happy. (Embruces Nicnoias,) Ob lord! 

Bro. (Shakes Noacs by the hand.) Till-y, what dost think 
of Godfeyther noo—I’m thinking he'll be wanting one for him- 
self noo, eh lass ?—ha! ha! 

Nic. (To Brotures Cuerrysie., My heart is too full to 
thank yor. (Advancing to the audience.) Aad what can I say to 
you,—my kind gencrous friends—may I venture to ask, to hope, 
that your approbation will stil] continue to atterd ‘“ The 
Fortunes of Nicholas Nickleby ?” 
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